


made plain when, at the point of exchanging contracts he came back from
summer vacation to a curt dismissal. Editor's projects come and go with
individuals and the Morris project died until revived by David Herbert in 1965.

By this time Eddie had become President of the Wine Society and it was in the
service of wine - above all the wines of Bordeaux - that he spent the latter half
of his life. While editing the }ounJal of the \Vil/iam Morris Society I had hopes of
getting Eddie to write us an article on Morris and wine, tempting him with a
quote from Mackail: '"It was the most beautiful sight in the world," says one of
the old friends of Red House days, "To see Morris coming up from the cellar
before dinner, beaming with joy, his hands full of bottles of wine and others
tucked inside his arms"'. This can only have come from Philip Webb, a more
refined wine lover than Morris, as May tells us in her 1936 account of life at 26
Queen Square. The article was never written, to our loss. Claret was for Eddie the
king (or queen) of wines. I doubt his approving of Keats, one of Morris's early
loves, peppering his tongue to enhance its drinking.

It was not actually until we were both 50 that I really met Eddie, and by then
we had sat through five years of Morris Society committees. He was a faithful
attender, although committee meetings after a working day in publishing were not
his best~loved evening's pleasure. The last time I spoke with Eddie was also at a
Morris Society meeting, long after he had ceased to serve on the committee, at
a Kelmscott Lecture. He appeared lively and erect, in typical good tweed, red rose
in button hole. The very last time I heard from him was I guess about his 80th
birthday. Out of the blue I had a letter in his non-even anri-ealligraphic hand to
say that he and his wife would be near at hand in Sussex for a couple of days. He
had never seen that earliest of the Firm's commissions in the church of St Michael
and All Angels and they would be very happy if I could show them round, which I
was delighted to do. In this very early Bodley church made of austere rough red
brick every member of the young Firm but Rossetti had worked on decoration and
glass, including the splendid four·light window in which Morris and Madox
Brown had shared archangels.
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